regarded as indispensable discipline, and in this the "bosses" them-
selves often set the pace. In many places of business there is actually
no valid reason for everyone to arrive sharply at 9 a.m. and leave
sharply at 5 p.m. Often the day's work comprises four or five hours'
actual task and several hours' loafing. But the American worker is
paid for eight hours a day, and whether he works that amount or
not, he must be at his place of business for that duration, with his
pants warming the seat of his chair.
In the wider, if more flippant, environment in which the New
York women display their facility, curiosity, and what they like to
be called their intelligence, American business-men are seldom really
at their best. The women, glancing lightly and swiftly over myriad
subjects, with a smattering of glib sense, are more intellectually
developed than their busy husbands, yet they cannot elaborate on a
theme, or discuss for any length of time one subject alone. Neither
are they usually called upon to do so, for the men, lacking ability
to reason and criticize abstractly, are unable to sustain at any length
a critical argument involving the use of reason, and break into the
conversation.
American business-men are interchangeable parts in a great
economic machine, within whose complexities they often lose the
sense of value of life. In spite of energy and enthusiasm, they have
little professional interest in their work as such, but only in its aspects
as a machine that turns out, according to how well it is handled,
more or less dollars. Outside their work, in which there is no
development of personality, business-men have few hobbies chosen
by themselves. The Englishman may garden, the Frenchman discuss
the world at a cafe, but the average New York business-man discusses
politics only as it seems to be affecting his personal investment, or
whenever election time comes round. He argues vehemently against
taxation, beats his tin-drum for laissez-faire policies, and is often,
though not always, racially prejudiced. He hates to be contradicted
on his facts; if his reasoning is questioned he can become extremely
petty. His fact-collecting is at best a useless evasion of reality, and,
as such, becomes a degenerate habit. It is as superficial as it is neces-
sary for use in a general knowledge game. He takes overdoses of
dope in the form of bridge, the cinema, fashionable sports, or
looking up some point of information in the encyclopaedia.
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